300                    AMONG THE YEZIDEES

Pharaoh's plague. Presently they were gone as suddenly
as they came. We had run through them, and left them
behind. Katie and I grinned at each other sheepishly and
made up our quarrel.

Early in the afternoon we came again to the Euphrates.
Here and there were enormous ruins. Less frequently
there were irrigated fields and signs of present habita-
tion. At last, toward five o'clock, at a great bend of the
river, far ahead, appeared what seemed a mighty fortress
on the river bank, in the midst of walled parks or gardens.
It was Anah with its groves of date palms.

We wound for three miles among the stone-walled
groves, and finally arrived at the fort, built four-square
around a huge colonnaded courtyard, garrisoned by some
twenty native troopers. Here we were to spend the
night.

In charge of the garrison was a sad young man in a
long, dirty nightgown and red slippers, run down at the
heel, who greeted us without enthusiasm. He turned
out to be a Damascene who had lived in Algiers and
Marseilles. He regarded his present post as an unutter-
ably boring exile, and his melancholy was too deep to be
cheered by a couple of chance visitors who would be gone
again at dawn. He was eating his heart out with home-
sickness.

But the spot which spelled loneliness and exile to him
was like a little paradise to us that evening, for he in-
stalled us on a wide roof-top, with two long wooden
couches and clean straw mattresses, with a manservant
who made a fire in an angle of the wall, produced a tin
kettle, heated water for us to wash with, and afterward
brewed tea; he helped unpack our basket, brought fresh